Double-winged monster, trunked elephant,
canal for blood, gnat skirling on your way

on your shrill pipe, avoid my love! avaunt!
and let her sleep from eventide till day*

But if you, mastiff-muzzled atom, must haunt
a goddess snuffing ichor, stay!

here are my blood and skin where you may plant
your snout, and drain your substituted prey,

I take all back* Nay, insect, suck me rather
my sweet, and bring a single drop to show
what that perfection is* O cursed fate

that you and I may not be each the other,
and I within her veins might let her know
how small a foe inflicts an ill how great!
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